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Summary: Steve comes home to Natasha shaving her legs in his bathtub. They talk about their day, he helps her shave, and gets a little handsy. Started out as casual domestic fluff, turned into smut.





	Clean Shaven

"Nat? You home?"

"Bathroom, Steve!"

Keys, wallet, and phone on the table by the table and, unconsciously, he flips the lock on the door and slides the chain into place. Both he and Natasha have what could be classified as a full armory disguised as a closet in a guest room, he has no intention of ever letting a guest stay in, but he still feels safer with the door locked.

Call it a Brooklyn thing.

The bathroom door is cracked just enough to let a strip of yellow light pour into his darkened bedroom. Cinnamon scented steam pours out and when he opens the door, he grins at the sight of her catsuit laying in a pile of neoprene and leather on his tile floor. Natasha is submerged up to her shoulders in spicy scented bubbles.

"Hey," he closes the bathroom door behind him and begins his nightly ritual of unpacking. "There you are."

"Hey Soldier."

Her hair is piled high atop her head in damp, fiery, vanilla scented ringlets, ends just barely teasing the tops of her shoulders. Her face is scrubbed clean and her skin is smooth; it's now, right after she has a long bath or a shower and her skin is scrubbed clean and she moisturizes it to a silky sheen, that he wants to touch it. To test the satin beneath his hands, let it twitch and dip beneath the press of his fingers. Not that he doesn't all the time, but now is especially tempting because she feels clean and soft and smells so _damn _good, he wants to taste.

"You look comfortable." Steve teases leaning down to kiss her.

"It is your tub." Natasha murmurs, stretching herself up to meet his kiss.

Steve just grins as he presses his mouth against hers. She growls in frustration when she realizes that due to her soapy, wet hands, she can't exactly touch him like she'd like to do. He takes her face in his hands and licks along her bottom lip until her mouth opens. When she's thoroughly kissed and breathless, he pulls away and turns to flip the lid down on the toilet.

"So," she reaches for a can of shaving cream and her - his, actually - razor. "How was your day?"

"Long."

His boots are a pain in the ass to unlace but his nimble fingers make quick work of the leather laces and he tugs them off in one smooth pull. He watches her squirt some of the foamy lather into her hand and one long, peaches-and-cream leg emerge from the pile of bubbles floating on top of the water.

"What happened? S.H.I.E.L.D wash out, again?" she laughs darkly, rubbing the foam onto her prickly skin, foot pointed with a ballet-like elegance as she holds her leg up in the air in order to shave.

"I wish but no." Steve sighs, reaching for the buckle of his belt. "The board is throwing a bitch fit about Fury handing it over to Coulson."

"Coulson practically runs the place, anyway." his razor glides along her leg, over the knob of her kneecap, and up towards her bikini line. "What difference does it make?"

"Apparently, a big one."

He tugs his belt free of his jeans and tosses it to the corner. It takes all of his effort not to watch her shave as he unbuttons his shirt and tosses it on top of his belt. Now, that he's more comfortable in his t-shirt and jeans, he turns toward her and grins as he watches her fuss over her leg.

"Like what?" Natasha submerges her freshly shaven leg in the bubbly water and her other emerges.

"Like, paperwork." he sinks down onto his knees, reaches for the can of shaving cream and squirts and a ball of white foam into his hand. He drops the can into the bathtub and reaches for her leg. "Apparently," he starts where her thigh meets the water, carefully, with an artist's precision, smooths the foam onto her leg. "There's a probation period and paperwork and, frankly, I think they just look for something to bitch about."

His hand slides down her calf, warm and rough in contrast to the cold cream, and her only response is a moan that makes Steve grin. His fingers close around her ankle and he dips his other hand into the water to rinse the excess cream off before taking the razor from her and beginning his work.

"The board's always had it in for Fury." Natasha murmurs, watching through half-lidded eyes as he carefully glides the blade up her leg, careful to slow as it crosses her knee, and down her thigh.

"Oh?"

He releases her ankle and trails one finger up the smooth strip of skin uncovered by his precision shave.

"Yes." Natasha is careful to keep still despite the warmth that's slowly gathering between her legs. "They've never liked him. Not since Bosnia."

"What happened in Bosnia?"

She moans quietly, his voice curling around a knot of arousal, throbbing and warm in her stomach. "He took out Pierce's inside man. Double cross."

Steve nods, finishing her leg with one last swipe of the razor. He rinses it off and puts it back in its place. She submerges her leg back in the water and without missing a beat, he reaches into the water and slides his hand up her leg. "How was your day?"

"Fine."

"Really?" he teases her, fingers grazing over her slick heat. "Tell me about it?"

Her hips lift but her voice never wavers. "I eliminated a threat."

He presses his palm against her, fingers curling into her. It's heat and roughness and pressure and she barely spits out, "He decided losing Pietro wasn't enough for Wanda."

"Oh." he drawls thickly. "I see."

"I'm sure you do." she grinds rather frantically against his hand. She mewls and growls until he presses harder, adds another finger until he finds that one little spot that gets her everytime. "Steve!"

"What?"

She narrows her eyes at him, hands reaching for the edge of the tub as he moves his hand and the knot in her stomach unravels. Her eyes close, her head falls back against the wall, and her back arches as she moans, deep and warm, and so very satisfied.

He reclaims his hand, reaches for a towel, and dries his arm. When his arm is dry, he tosses the towel onto the still closed toilet and stands up. Without another word, he leaves the bathroom and collapses on his bed.

It's another twenty minutes before Natasha appears, wrapped in a towel, flushed, and carefully walking on weak legs.

"Have a nice bath?" Steve grins up at her from his side of the bed.

"I'm going to kill you, Steven Grant Rogers."

Despite the danger in her tone, and the threat of death, Steve's pretty sure he knows her modus operandi. Actually, no, he definitely knows how she plans to kill him. It'll be long and slow but painless.

He'll die a damn happy man.


End file.
